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certainly not as yet prevailed in the unsettled mind that
was ever craving after excitement; and in malicious
enjoyment of Beaumarchais' participation in his own
unenviable notoriety, D'Eon seized, the opportunity for
indulging in his favourite recreation, by treating the
Minister for Foreign Affairs to one of the most tedious
effusions of which he had ever being guilty, but
humorous and satirical withal.

c Now that I have obeyed the King's commands in resuming
female attire on the feast day of St, Ursula, patroness of the
eleven thousand virgins and martyrs in England; now that I
am living in tranquillity and peace in the uniform of a vestal,
and that I had completely forgotten Caron and his boat, judge
of my surprise in receiving an epistle from the said Caron, en-
closing copies, duly certified, of a letter he addressed to you and
of your reply. . . . What has he done for me ? . . . He has
made me blush for my country by paying a sum of money in the
name of the State, in bills at six, twelve, eighteen, and twenty-
four months date, charging seven per cent, discount, and finally
swindling an English peer out of two hundred and thirty-three
louis. . . . Was it not M. Beaumarchais who, unable to per-
suade me to be dishonest in supporting him in his speculations
on my sex, spread the report everywhere in Paris that he was to
marry me after I should have spent seven months at the abbey
of the Ladies of St. Anthony, when, as a fact, he was within an
inch of being espoused to my cane, whilst in London ? . . . Let
me tell you that fictitious Demoiselles D'Eon, wearing the cross
of Saint Louis, have made their appearance in more than one
fashionable house in Paris. They were jesters who said the
most absurd things of the real Chevalidre, and chiefly with re-
ference to the agreeable and honourable Caron de Beaumarchais,
who proposed marriage to the Demoiselle D'Eon when on his
late embassage in England; and whose coming embassage to
Congress in America is for the purpose of importing snuff of a
quality that will make the entire audience sneeze each time his
plagiary, the " Barber of Seville," is performed. The scene of the
false Demoiselle D'Eon was repeated, I am informed, last week,out that for the purpose
